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Before you read this, you need to be warned that the following takes place in a church and might be offensive 
to some. We all know that priests, because they're unavailable, are hot, so this kind of plays on that forbidden 
fantasy. But there might be moments that some people aren't comfortable with. Consider that before reading. 
Thanks. :-) 


DISCLAIMER: | don't know any of the members of Skid Row. Don't know anything about them at all beyond what 
you read in interviews and such. What follows is totally and completely made up, except for the fact that 
there is/was (whatever) a band called Skid Row that has/had members with the same names as the band 


members in the story. Beyond those two things, nothing -- absolutely NOTHING -- is true in this story. 


Thanks for reading, and if you like it (or don't like), and want to let me know, I'd be truly happy to hear it 
(even if you don't like it, though maybe not ~as~ happy as if you liked it). 


On to the story... 
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The small, boxy room of the confessional was dark. Like sitting in a closet. A closet with a small, uncomfortable 
wooden bench. Baz lifted his hand. He let his fingers touch the screen that divided the two closets. Booths. 
Whatever. He tried to peer through the mesh, but the other box was dark, too. And empty. His fingers went 


to his collar. 

Not his collar. 

He wasn't a hundred percent sure what day it was. From the emptiness of the church he had a good bet it 
wasn't Sunday. In any case, whatever day it was, not many people were around. And no one, apparently, had 
seen him tip-toe out of one of the offices with the dry cleaning bag he'd spied hanging on a coat rack just 
inside the door. 

His own clothes were stuffed under the bench he now sat on. Ripped jeans had been traded for black pants. 
Pants that fit, surprising. He wouldn't mind getting a look at the priest this get-up belonged to. His Doors T- 
shirt had been tossed aside for a black short-sleeve button-up shirt and a matching suit coat. And the collar. 
His heart beat wildly. 

He was thinking of walking out of the confessional booth dressed like he was. Just getting up, stepping out the 
door, crossing the church, heading down the steps to the sidewalk.. The long-haired hippy rocker priest. People 
would stare. Would they remember him? Would they bring that memory home and fantasize about him? 

He would, if he saw a priest like that. 


There was a noise. His heart stopped. The door to the adjoining cubicle slid softly open He held his breath. 


Rustling came from the other side of the screen. Someone getting to their knees. As long as it wasn't a 


murderer come to confess... 

"Forgive me father for | have sinned" 

He sat up straight. He knew that voice. 

‘It has been.shit. Uh. Damn" A frustrated breath came tersely from the other side of the screen. "Forgive me 
for the cursing. I'll try not to do it again. | don't know how long it's been since my last confession. A long ff -- 
friggin’ time." 

Baz leaned toward the screen and tried earnestly to make out Rachel's profile through the mesh. 


"Father?" Rachel said. 


Shit. Right. He had to play this out. In a voice just a notch above a whisper, he said, "Yes, my son" Um. He 
cleared his throat to buy time. He ran every Catholic movie he'd ever seen through his head. Tried to 


remember how this deal went. "Tell me, what is the nature of your sins, my son?" 


There was a pause. Had he done it wrong? But then Rachel said, matter -of-factly, "Well. There's the profanity, 


obviously...” 
Baz waited. It was *Rachel* for God's sake. There had to be more to come. 
"And the impure thoughts." 


*Thoughts?* Baz rolled his eyes, thankful for the screen that hid him. Rachel might fool a real priest, but Baz 
had seen the bassist literally buried in tits. *Buried* There was more than just fucking *thoughts* at work. 


"But, father, I'm a *guy*, right? Impure thoughts come with the territory. Even you must have them every 
now and then. Maybe not as...” 


"My son," Baz said, leaning toward the screen with a evil glimmer in his eye. He could be the priest. He could 
say priestly things. "Its not about *having® the thoughts, it's about indulging in them. You are the master of 
your own mind, are you not? You must learn to control what you think. When you have a thought, recognize it, 


acknowledge it, and then let it go. Don't indulge in it" 


A frustrated sigh came, coupled with another familiar and softer sound. Baz could picture the bassist's fingers 
dragging anxiously through his hair. 


"| didn't come to argue theology with you, father. | came to confess a sin" 


Anything that Rachel felt was serious enough to warrant getting out of bed this early in the morning to 


confess to some stranger in a white collar had to be..well, exquisitely delish. "Then confess, my son" 
“Sometimes | have impure thoughts...” 

Baz wrinkled his brow. Hadn't he just said that? And then said that he didn't feel impure thoughts were a sin? 
“About other men" 

Baz's breath stilled. The box grew crowded with silence. He coughed, unable to think of anything to say. 


"I try not to indulge in them, father," Rachel continued. "And often | succeed. Well, maybe not in a way that 
you'd approve of." 


"Is not my approval that matters," Baz said in a low tone. 


"Right. Probably not in a way He approves of, either, but |.bury myself in women. And that usually gets my 
mind off it. Until..." 


"Until, my son?" 


It sounded as though Rachel had moved closer. Squinting at the mesh, Baz determined that Rachel wasn't 
peering back. Thank God. 


"You know how some days you just can't take pretending anymore?" Rachel whispered. 

"No," Baz lied, trying to stay in character, "but | believe | can imagine the pressure it must put you under." 
"On those days -- sometimes it lasts as much as a week or two -- | give in to the thoughts, father. | let 
them run and run in my head. | think about him, his flesh, his body, his mouth, until | can't stand it. Until | feel 
like I'm going to.just go insane, do something totally fucked up. Sorry. Screwed up." 

"My son" Baz slipped quietly from the bench and settled on his knees on the hard floor. He was keenly aware 
that only a thin wall, only a thin screen came between them. Imagining his whispered words crawling directly to 
Rachel's ear, he said, "Is it one person in particular you think of when you have these thoughts, or is 
it.anyone. Any man?" 

"Its someone | work with, father. That's what makes it so difficult." 

"Someone you work with?" Baz's breath was coming quicker than he'd like. He tried to slow it down, afraid that 
Rachel might hear it, and might read into it. He wasn't worried that Rachel would think, "Oh great. Baz is on the 
other side of the screen," but instead, "Oh great. The priest is getting off on this." 

"Yeah. He's... We're in a band." 

"Anything | might have heard of?" 


A soft chuckle. "If you have, it's probably only been because some pimpled kid's mother's come to you crying 


about the satan music he's been listening to." 
"Ah. So you're in a Satanic band?" 


"No. It's just... People get ideas in their own heads, make judgments without bothering to find out what their 
judging." 


"So you think about another member of your band" Who? Dave? Scotti? Rob? He curled his slightly trembling 


fingers into his palms. Me? 
"Yeah." 


"You've been thinking about him lately?" 


"Until | feel like l'm gonna lose it" 

Baz felt the mesh brush his cheek as he whispered anxiously, "What does it mean if you ‘lose it?" 

There was a silence, and then Rachel said, "I don't know. Just lose control. Lose my mind. Start screaming.” 
"My son, what is this man's name?" How far could a priest push it? 


"l." There was a soft shuffling sound as Rachel presumably shifted himself. "I don't know if | can say his name 


out loud" 
Baz wondered if Rachel's cheeks were burning. "All right then. What instrument does he play in your band?" 
"He sings." 


Baz sucked in a breath, at the same time, his head felt light. Giddy. Like he wasn't getting enough air. He 
pressed his eyes tightly closed and swallowed slowly. "And what do you think about when you think of him?" 


It took a few excruciating seconds for Rachel to answer. "I think about him touching me. Wanting me." 


"You must make penance," Baz said in a voice that sounded croaky to his ears. Had Rachel picked up on the 
strain in his tone? 


"Yes, father." Solemnly. Baz could picture his head bowing. 
"Stand up." 

"Father?" 

"Get up and leave your confessional. Come into mine." 


From the sound of it, Rachel had been starting to stand, but the last line stopped him. "Father?" 


"I need to speak with you, my son. And | need you to see me when | do" He wondered what was going through 
Rachel's head. If their places were switched, he was sure he'd be thinking the priest was looking to take 
advantage of the opportunity. He wondered whether Rachel was even a little excited by it. He would have been. 
Or was he disturbed? 


Either way, it seemed Rachel was clearly undecided. He wasn't moving; nor was he arguing. Baz rose quietly 
from the floor. When he spoke next it was against the wood of the wall that separated them; his mouth was a 
foot or two above the top of the screen. "Please come in here, my son" He waited and still heard no decisive 
movement. He said, "I'll wait," and leaned against the back wall with the small bench pressing against the backs 


of his calves. 


If Rachel had questions swarming in his mind, he wasn't asking them. Baz listened to his own heartbeat. Wiped 
his sweaty palms on the thighs of his pilfered trousers. 


Finally, he heard a soft, half-resigned, "All right, father." And then the door to Rachel's box slid open. And 
closed. Baz held his breath. In his brain, he was begging Rachel to do it. *Rachel...* 


He imagined Rachel's thumb and forefinger taking hold of the small door handle. He imagined Rachel taking a 
deep breath. And then -- 


The door slid open. 


Soft sunlight, some of it stained by the colored windows, crept across the floor, made a silhouette of Rachel, 
but it *was* Rachel, he'd recognize the shape, the hair anywhere. He felt -- he almost believed he felt it, at 
least -- the soft light reach his toes and then begin to climb. His eyes were adjusting, and he was able to see 
Rachel at the moment that Rachel became sure of what he was seeing. Rachel started to shake his head. 


"Come in Shut the door," Baz whispered quickly, and his voice didn't sound like a priest's at all. 
"What are you doing here?" 


"Shut the door." 


When they were in darkness again, and Baz couldn't see Rachel's face anymore because his eyes had yet to 
readjust, he tried to remember the exact words Rachel himself had used, but already they'd been filtered 


through his own reality, and they came out as, "You know how some days you just can't take it anymore?" 
"Take what?" 

"Just being." 

"But what are you doing here? Dressed like that?" 


There was a foot of space between them. At least. Rachel didn't seem interested in crossing it. Baz closed his 
eyes. "| couldn't sleep. | took too much..something. | don't even know fucking what. But | couldn't stand being in 
the hotel, and the sun was thinking about rising, and | just wanted to be.fucking anywhere but surrounded by 
groupies and managers and wannabes and hangers-on and fakes and posers...’ He realized how that sounded, 
what with him standing there in a priest's garb. "So | took a walk and saw this church and went up the steps 
and the doors weren't locked and no one was around... What are you doing here?" He asked, not wanting to 


explain about the outfit. 


"| came to confess..." 


"Right." 


Silence stood between them. Baz opened his eyes, tried to see Rachel, could only make out a cheekbone, a chin. 


Rachel's eyes were directed at the floor. 

Baz said, “Well. You confessed Now you have to make penance” 

Rachel looked up. 

"Get on your knees. 

"Baz. Come on" 

"Father Baz. On your knees, my son" He pushed his back off the wall, held a hand out, motioning at the floor. 


Rachel eyed him a moment, but then shuffled forward, and then sank to his knees, hands clasped in front of 
his thighs. 


Baz laid his hand on top of Rachel's head. "Almighty God," he said, "have mercy upon you, forgive you your 


sins, and bring you everlasting life. Amen" 

"Amen," Rachel echoed. 

"Stand up." He helped Rachel up. Their bodies brushed and bumped each other suggestively as Baz switched 
places with Rachel, insisting that Rachel still face the back of the confessional. From behind him, he lifted 
Rachel's palms and pressed them against the wall. He nudged a thigh between Rachel's legs. "For penance, my 
child, you must recite Hail Marys." 


" how many?" 


"Start reciting." Baz slid his arms around Rachel's waist. His fingers found and popped the top button on 
Rachel's jeans. They moved down to the next one. "You'll know when to stop.” 


"Baz.what if -- ' 
“Hail Mary..." Baz prompted 

Rachel jerked his hips forward, trying to loose Baz's hands. "What if someone walks in?" 
"And discovers a priest buggering one of the flock? Catholics protect their own, you know! 


"It's not funny. 


"No," Baz said, pulling Rachel's hips back, and back farther, far enough to rub tantalizingly against his own 
crotch. "No, what it is is very, very hard. Now say it. ‘Hail Mary, full of grace... 


"Hail," Rachel said. And then he stopped. 


Just a little reluctance. He could overcome that. He pushed a hand into Rachel's jeans where he found heat and 


desire. "Oh yeah. This is what | want. Say it” 

"Hail Mary." Rachel's body pressed back against Baz's, but like a good boy he kept his hands on the wall. "Full 
of..grace. The Lord.is with thee. Blessed art though..amongst..." His breathing deepened and quickened; Baz could 
feel it against his chest, through Rachel's back. He shoved Rachel's jeans down quickly so that they hung 
around his thighs. Then he closed his hand on Rachel's cock. 


"Amongst women," Rachel said. "And blessed is the fruit of thy womb. *Jesus.*" It came out just as Baz had 
freed his own cock, one-handed, and slipped it between Rachel's cheeks. 


Baz didn't know if "Jesus" was part of the prayer, an expletive, or both. "Keep going," he said. 
"Uh..Holy..Holy Mary, Mother of God... Baz...” 


Baz's eyes had adjusted enough to the darkness in the confessional to be able to see Rachel's hand curling into 
a fist. Still held against the wall. Rachel bent forward, forehead to the wall, ass pushing back. 


"Keep going.” 

"Pray for us sinners." 

He rubbed his dick against Rachel's ass and thigh while his other hand rubbed Rachel's cock. Slowly. His balls 
ached. The situation was a little more impromptu than he would have liked. His dick was leaking, but it wasn't 
enough. "Keep going." He worked up a mouthful of saliva, then spit in his palm. 

"Now and at the hour of..." 

"Say it" 

"At the hour of our...” 


"Say it" He pointed his spit-slick cock between Rachel's cheek and pushed its head against Rachel's entrance. 
"Say it" 


"At the hour of our death." "Death" came out choked off. Rachel said, "Unh. Uh... Slow... Uh... Jesus." 


"Keep going.” 
"Amen." 
"Start over." 


"Hail Mary. Jesus. Jesus. Hail Mary, full of grace... Okay. It's okay. Do it. Hard. Full of grace. The Lord... Fuck. The 
Lord is with thee. Blessed art thou amongst women, and blessed is the fruit..the..harder." 


Oh yeah. His fingers dug into Rachel's hips as Rachel raised a leg and placed his foot on the bench. Oh yeah. 
"Blessed is the fruit," he prompted, tipping his head back, feeling his hair slide down the back of the black 
priest jacket, seeing in his mind's eye the white of the collar at his neck, closed around his neck, felt it like a 


hand, holding him by the throat: 


"Fruit of thy womb," said Rachel. "Jesus. Holy Mary. Mother. God. Pray for us sinners. Fuck Fuck. Baz. Pray for 


us sinners now and at the...*fuck*." 


Their bodies smacked together, louder than any prayer or grunt. Baz imagined the sound echoing through the 
church, imagined nuns and priests -- one of them in street clothes, looking for his dry cleaning -- 
churchgoers, altar boys, homeless men, all of them looking up, looking around, brows wrinkled, wondering what 


the hell is going on? 
"Fuck!" Rachel said, pumping his hips, pumping into Baz's hand. 


"Now and in the hour of our death," Baz said, fingers of one hand sliding through Rachel's hair to curl around 
his throat. 


"Fuck. lm -- " Rachel sucked in his breath. Everything seemed to hang for a moment, even for Baz, who was 
close, but wasn't *right there® like Rachel. Everything hung for an endless moment, and then Rachel began to 
shudder and jerk. His cock strained in Baz's hand. And the muscles inside him, tightening around Baz's cock, 
swept Baz to the edge despite the one foot threatening to slip out from under him, despite the aching thigh 
muscle that quivered and trembled and wished for relief. His hand pressing against Rachel's neck, pressing but 
doing no damage, feeling his life, his every movement telegraphed in the muscles and bones and pulse there. 
They stayed still, frozen, except for Rachel's tiny jerks as his orgasm faded, and the contractions of Rachel's 


muscles around Baz's cock. 


"Hail Mary," Baz said, his head somehow clearer than Rachel's. His let go of Rachel's cock, ran his hand up 
under Rachel's t-shirt, felt the warm, soft flesh of his belly, the unyielding ridges of his ribs. Pulled him 


against him. 


"Full of grace," Rachel murmured. "The lord is with thee." He reached back, cupped Baz's ass in his hand. 
"Blessed art thou" They moved as one, slowly, Baz with his face in Rachel's hair, his hand against Rachel's 


heart, holding him. It was more than a fuck. He didn't want to finish, didn't want to leave the box. What would 


happen outside the box? 

"Think about me," Baz whispered. 

"Now?" 

"Think about me, doing this. Think about it whenever you want. Think about it now." He moved deep into Rachel. 
"Don't stop thinking about it." He slammed against Rachel. "Whenever you think of me, come see me." He 
slammed again. "Just give me a look. Drop to your knees. Say ‘Hail Mary. Anything that lets me know you were 
thinking about me." Slam. "I want to fuck you again" Slam. "And again." Slam. "Until we're fucking more than 
we're thinking. Say it” 

"What?" 


"Say you'll think about me." He didn't want to stop talking. If he stopped talking, he'd come. If he came, they'd 


step apart. They'd become themselves again. 


lm thinking about you right now," Rachel said, reaching over his shoulder, covering Baz's head with his hand. 


"lm thinking about you inside me right now." 

Hot. Inside. Deep. Swallowed. Lost. He wanted to curse as the wave of orgasm rose up too high to be held back. 
It spilled over, drowning him, knocking him against Rachel, knocking that iffy foot loose and putting him off 
balance. His arms held on to Rachel's body. Rachel's hand kept hold of his head. 


"A-fucking-men," he said as he slipped out and away, breathing hard, back against the sliding door, trousers 


around his ankles. 
Rachel reached to pull his own up, had them buttoned fully before he turned around. his hair and the dimness 
of the room hid much of his face. Baz wondered how bad the expression on it was -- shocked, disgusted, 


ashamed.panicked? He drew his own pants up from his ankles, zipped up the fly. 


Rachel shook his hair, dragged it back. His expression was that of being a little winded. A little sweaty. "The 


fuck are you doing dressed as a priest anyway?" 

"| saw it hanging there..couldn't resist. | always wanted to be a priest. Or fuck one, one or the other." 
"How was it?" 

"| might convert." 


Rachel laughed. Both their eyes went toward the door. 


"Think we'll be able to escape?" 


"Don't worry my child," Baz said, sliding an arm around Rachel's shoulders. He straightened his coat, touched 
his collar, and said, "You have God on your side." He reached for the door, started to slide it open 


"Shit. My wallet." 


Rachel waited while he emptied his jeans of his wallet, some loose coins, and a lighter. "You're just gonna leave 


them?" he asked, nodding at the pile of clothes Baz shoved with his foot back under the bench. 

"And the cum stains on the wall. Let's go." 

The church echoed around their footsteps. Baz's ratty sneakers looked out of place at the bottoms of his 
trousers, and he moved more quickly because of it. Two people dotted the mass of pews, one near the front 
on her knees, head bent, another seated. The second glanced over, got a funny look on her face over the priest 
with the flowing yellow hair dragging the rocker down the outside aisle. And then they were in the foyer, 
passing the holy water. And then they were outside, on the stairs, in the street, heading for the hotel. 


"You still thinking about me?" Baz asked, walking alongside Rachel, feeling half surreal, half like he drank two 
pots of high octane coffee. 


"Hmm? You say something? Sorry -- | was lost in my thoughts." Rachel winked. 

Baz felt like he was going to lose it. Lose his mind. Lose control. Start screaming. His nerves twanged like a 
struck guitar string. "I have a confession to make," he said, experiencing that giddy-headed, finger-tingling 
feeling of too little air again. 

"Yes, my son?" asked Rachel, his expression one of overplayed solemnity. 

"I got really fucking turned on when you were talking about wanting me to touch you." 

"Huh. | didn't get that at all. But still, it's a sin Perhaps | should come up with some form of penance..." 
"Hey! Who's wearing the priest duds here?" 

They turned a corner. The hotel appeared, mid-block 

Baz said, "Rache. What are you thinking about?," feeling hurried. Feeling like they were going to walk into the 
hotel and run into people they knew, and the real world would drop back over them, trapping them. Rachel 
buried in tits. himself buried in tits. Alcohol. Drugs. Pretense. 


"Thinking about you," Rachel said, looking up at the hotel himself. 


"Don't stop," Baz said, and reached for the door. "Don't stop." 


